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coal, now emanates from the terraces, the walls
and statuary, on which the sun has been blazing
all day long. But the divine Apsaras, who
have been used for centuries to be thus burnt
with rays, smile at me by way of adieu, with-
out losing their ease or customary gracious
irony. As I took leave of them I little thought
that within a few hours, by the lavish caprice
of the King of Pnom-Penh, I should see them
again, one night, at the evocation of the sound
of the old music of their times, see them no
longer dead, with these fixed smiles of stone,
but in the fulness of life and youth, no longer
with these breasts of rigid sandstone, but with
palpitating breasts of flesh, and coifed in verit-
able tiaras of gold, and sparkling with veritable
jewels* * . .
The sun is already low in the heavens and
beginning to cast a ruddy light when my
little train of ox-carts gets under way, leaving
Angkor behind for ever, along the paved cause-
way, between the bushes clustered with the
white bloom of the fragrant jasmine. Beyond
the large pools choked with weeds and water-
lilies* beyond the bridge, the last porticoes and
the great seven-headed serpents which guard the
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